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She keeps him in her room. Let us away 

To find him gifts while yet the sun is red ! 
Louise. Now pleasant lie the shallows, where the gold 

Green ripple shakes afar the diamond bells. 
I'll fill a basket high as it will hold 

With charms and pebbles and the fairy shells! 
Hugh. In the full stream, like strands of drowning hair, 

The silken rushes bend them to the shore. 
I'll braid them to a banner he shall bear, 

When he is captain of his troop once more ! 
Stephana. Down in the grove a bird has dropped a plume 

Of dazzling snow. I'll run, before the star, 
And find it, and I'll make him in his room 

A bonny hat as white as white clouds are! 
David. How sad our mother called : " Good-by, good-by, 

Dear David and Louise, and darling Hugh, 
Stephana sweet, — good-by ! The day must die. 

To-morrow come. I shall have need of you !" 
Louise. hurry, let us down to grove and shore! 

For soon the dark will touch the dial's hour. 
Oh, we shall bring him back to us once more 

With little gifts, and with each gift a flower ! 

III. 
MOTEER AND GUILD. 

The Child. What makes the world so beautiful, so still ? 
The Mother. Love makes it so. 

The Child. Is love in everything? 

The Mother. Oh, that I do believe ! Though hide it will, 

Somewhere at every depth its wonders cling. 
The Child. The world seems very beautiful . . . and yet. . . 
The Mother. What yet? What thought is with you, little son? 
The Child. I heard the story of a banished set 

Packed close upon a ship — the lepers! — One 
Stood out from all the others, lean and bold, 

Scaly, with eyes that pierced the twilight through. 
And those on whom he looked would horror hold. 

mother, tell me that it was not true ! 
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The Mother. It was not true. 

The Child. Say no such beings are ! 

The Mother. And no such beings are. It is a sad, 
False picture. Put the ugly story far. 

The world is beautiful, my lovely lad. 
The Child. Yet when alone I shut my eyes, sometimes 

I see him gaze at me from out the dark. 
The Mother. I'll go and bring a lamp, and sing you rhymes, 

To chase the sorry vision as you hark. 
The Child. Mother, come back, O hurry close to me ! 

Mother, I saw him once again! 
The Mother. Saw whom? 

The Child. Oh, him of whom we spoke ! Oh, steadily 

He fixed me with his glances through the gloom ! 
The Mother. Be still, my child. No harm shall come. Flower- 
bells 

Are closing. Nested are the birdlings wise. 
Dear speeding rain the misty moon foretells. 

The world is beautiful. How fresh it lies ! 
The Child. Mother, then, mother, go and light the lamp. 

Stay not too long. And I shall truly try 
To think of birds and flowers, and the sweet damp 

That through the window comes, and you close by. 
The Mother. I call to you close by, one door between ! 

(Now strike, trembling fingers, I command, 
The match for me!) . . . His cry! Ah, sudden, keen! 
The Child. The leper ! Help ! He has me by the hand ! 
The Mother. I come, darling ! Look, the room is bright. 

And how I love you, love you ! Dear, lie still, 
Lie very still. Love holds you safe to-night. 

(And shall I dare the dreaded cup to fill ?) 
Here is a drink, my thirsty love, for you. 

It is a drink more sweet than water is. 
Raise your dear golden head, and sip the brew ! 
The Child. Another sip ! Now tell me, what is this ? 
The Mother. It is a human soul. Now drink again ! 
The Child. I never knew a soul could taste so sweet ! 
The Mother. My darling! It shall take away all pain. 

Now quiet lie. 
The Child. I hear strange footsteps beat. 
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The Mother. You hear the children in the garden come. 

They speak of you upon the terrace now. 
I'll sing you what they waft to you therefrom. 

(0 Sleep, come not too swiftly to his brow!) 

She Sings. Now all within love's garden-light 
(Gates of a dreamland town!) 
Upon your bed of damask white 
A pearly dove lit down. 

A dove lit down with kisses four, — 
Pair English flowers were they, — 

And left them with the love it bore, 
And flew again away. 

Louise's was a lily-kiss 

Upon your shining hair. 
When I put up my hand, like this, 

I feel it resting there. 

On one the dew was glistening yet 
( Oh, gates of slumberland!) 

Hugh gave his dearest violet 
To blossom in your hand. 

David a yellow daffodil 

Bade the dove bear aloft. 
It lieth on your forehead still, 

Fragrant and fond and soft. 

And all within love's garden-close 
(The little daylight slips!) 

Stephana sent a sweet wild rose 
To lie upon your lips. 

The Child. Dear little greetings ! How I love them all ! 
The dove goes winging to the moon's high tower. . . 
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There is another Mss. . . I felt it fall. . . 
And the dove brought it not ... a stranger-flower. 

The Mother Smgs. 

And all within love's garden-spell 

(The mother watched, apart) 
An angel brought an asphodel, 

And laid it on your heart. 

The Child. Oh, I am half asleep ! But sing, but sing ! 

I like to enter dreamland on your voice. 
The Mother. You almost fell asleep while listening. 

I'll sing another song, some drowsy choice. 

She Sings. My little one is quiet now. 

The dream shall nestle on his brow. 
Fairer than the Things We Dream, 
Something Greater than We Seem, 
And Tenderer than the Earth and Sea, 
Mother my little one for me ! 

The lamp is bright. Yet through the door 
Comes dark as never dark before. 
Now unto her be sorrow's strife, 
Who lifts the pain with his young life. 
He sleeps. Love's Infinity, 
Mother my little one for me ! 

IV. 
THE CHILDREV. THE MOTHER. 

David. At last it is to-morrow ! All night long 

Pounded a deafening rain. But morning came, 
And swept the beauty of a breeze, like song, 

That seemed to say through all the house his name. 
Louise. All night I dreamed about my treasures small, 

Pebbles and charms and shells of magic rare. 
And in my dream I heard them one and all 

Like fairy bells go chiming on the air. 



